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Did my heart loue till now,forfweare it fight, 
For I neuer faw true Beauty till this night. 

Tib. This by his voice,ihould be a Mouniague. 
Fetch me my Rapier Boy , what dares the flaue 
Come hither coucr'd with an an tique face, 
To fleere and fcorne at our Solcmnitie? 
Now by the ftockeand Honour of my kin, 
To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin. 

Cap. Why how now kinfmari, 
Wherefore ftorme you fo ? 

Tib. Vncle this is a Mount "ague, our foe : 
A Villaine that is hither come in fpight, 
To fcorne at our Solemnitic this night. 

Cap. Young Romeo is it > 

Tib. *Tis he,th at Villaine Romeo. 

Cap. Content thee gentle Coz,lct him alone, 
A beares him like a portly Gentleman : 
And to fay ttwth^erona brags of him, 
To be a vertuous and well goucrn'd youth : 
I would not for the wealth of all the towne, 
Herein my houfedo him difparagement ; 
Therforebe patient,take no note of him, 
It is my will,the which if thou refpeft, 
Shew a faire prefencc,and put off thefe fro wnes, 
An ill befeeming fernblancc for a Fcaft. 

Ttb. It fits when fuch a Villaine is a gueir, 
lie not endure him. 

Cap. Hefhallbeendu'rd. 
What goodman boy,I fay he fhall,go too, 
Am I the Maifter here or you ? go too, 
Youle not endure him,God (hall mend my foule, 
Youle make a Mutinie among the Guefts : 
You will fet cocke a hoope.yculc be the man. 

Tib. Why Vncle, 'tis a fhame. 
Capi Co too, go too, 
You are a fawcy Boy, s ift fo indeed ? 
This tricke may chance to fcath you,I know what, 
You muft contrary me,marry 'tis time. 
Well faid rriy hearts,you are a Princox,goe, 
Be quict,or moreligh^more light for fhame, 
lie make you quiet. Wnat,chcarely my hearts. 

Tib. Patience perforce,with wilfull choler meeting, 
Makes my flefli tremble in their different greeting 
I will withdraw, but this intrufion (hall 
Now feeming fweet,conuert to bitter gall. Exit, 

Rom. If I prophane wirh my vnworthieft hand, 
This holy fhrine,the gentle fin is this, 
My lips to blufliing Pilgrims did ready ftand, 
To fmooth that rough touch,with a tender kiffc. 

Id. Good Pilgrime, 
You do wrong your hand too much* 
Which mannerly deuotion fhewesin this, 
For Saints haue hands 3 that Pilgrims hands do tuch, 
And palmc to palme,is holy Palmers kiffc, 

Rom. Haue not Saints lips,and holy Palmers too ? 

Id, I Pilgrim,lips that they muft vfc in prayer. 

Rom. O then deare Saint,let lips do what hands do, 
They pray(grant thou)leaft faith turnc to difpaire. 

ltd. Saints do not moue, 
Though grant for prayers fake. 

Upm. Then moue not while my prayers effefl I take: 
Thus from my lips,by thine my fin is purg'd. 

ltd. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tookc. 

Rom. Sin from my Iips?Q trefpaffc fwectly vrgd : 
Giuememy fin againe. 

id. Youkiffeby'th'booke, 


H«r. Madam your Mothircrauc^^ 

Rom. What is her Mother f Wuh J<*. 

Nurf. Marrie Batcheler, 
Her Mother is the Lady of the houfe 
And a good Lady.and a wife,and Vertuous 
I Nur'ft her Daughter that you talkt withaU • 
I tell you,hethat can lay hold of her, 
Shall haue thechincks. 

Rom. k Capdet * 

0 deare account J My life is my foes debt. 
Ben. Away,begone,the fportisatthebeft. 
Rom* I fo 1 fear c, the more is my vnreft. 

Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to begone ' 
We haue a trifling foolifh Banquet towards ; ' 
Is it e'ne fo i why then I thanke you all. 

1 thanke you honcft Gentlemen^good night : 
More Torches hereicome on,then let's to bed 
Ahfirrahjbymyfaicitwaxcslate, , 

He to my reft. 

Idi 9 Come hither Nurfe, 
What is yond Gentleman : 

Nur. I he Sonne and Heire of old Tjberio. 

Idi. What's he that now is going out of doore? 
Nur. Marrie that I thinke be young Vetruchio. , 
/*/. What's he that follows here that would not don • 
Nur. I know not. CC| 
Id* Go aske hisname;ifhe be married 

My graue is like to be my wsdded bed. 
Nnr. His name is ^weo^nd a Mountague y 

The onely Sonne of your great Enemie. 

Id. My onely Loue fprung from my onely Kate 

Too early ftene.vnknowne^andknownctoolate, ! 

Prodigious birth of Loue it is tome, 

That I muft loue aloathed Enemie. 
AV. What's this ? whats this? 
Id. A rime,I learne euen now 

Ofoneldan'ftwithali. 

One cals witbmjulitt, 

Nur. Anon, anon: 
Come let's away,the ftrangcrs ail are gone. • 

Sxcmu 

' Chorus. 
Now old defirc doth in his death bed lie, 
And yong affetfion g3pes to be his Heire, 
That faire,for which Loue gron'd for and would die, 
With tender Idiet roatcht,is now not faire. 
Now Romeo is beloued,and Loues againe, 
A like bewitched by the charme oflookes ; 
But to his foe fuppos'd he muft complaine, 
And ftie fteale Loues fweet bait from fearefull hookes i 
Being held a foejscmay not haueaccefle 
To breath fuch vowes as Louers vfe tofweare, 
And flie as much in Loue,her me ancs much lefle, 
To mcete her new Beloucd any where : 
But paflion lends them Po,wer,time,mcane$ to rnectC| 
Tcmp'ring extremities with cxtreamefwecte. 

Enter Romeo alone. 

Rem. Can I goe forward when my heart is here? 
Turnc backc dull earth, andfind thy Center out. 

Enter THemolioyeith Mercutio. 

Ten. Romeo ,my Cozen B^meo % Remee. 

(JWere. He is wife, 
And on nay life hath ftolne him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wall. 
Call good Mercutio : 
Nay , He coniurc too, 

' ' Utter 
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■-^p^^Humours,Madman 3 Paffioo, Loucr, 
^rc'thouinthclikcocffcofa figb, 
^tonerime^ndlamiatisfiedi 
but ay mc.Prouant.but Loue and day, 


by T^ofalin 
«!hffHtgh forchead,and her Scarlet lip, 
Sber Fine foote,Straight leg,and Qaiuering thign, 


Kebut one rime,and I am iatisfiedi 
Zmt but ay mc,Prouant,but Loue an 
, \Vt to my golhtp Ve*w one faire word , 
P Nickname for her purblind Sonne and her, 

Abraham Cupid he that (hot fo true, 
ShenKin* Cophetna lou*d the begger Maid, 
1 hcareth^ot,he ftirretb not,he mouethn or, 
rhe Ape is dead,I muft coniurc him, 
[coniurc thee by ^fdines bright eyes 
By her" 

indthc Dcmcane's^tharchereT Adiacent lie, 
That in thy likeneffcthou appcare to vs. 
$0. nd if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. 
Her. This cannot anger him,t'would anger him 
foraifc a fpirit in his MiftrefTe circle, 
Offome ftrange nature,letting it (land 
Till ftiehad hid it,and coniured it downe, 
rtat were fotnc fpight. 

jjyinuocationis faire and honcft, & in his Mitiris name, 
lconiure onely but to raife vp him. 

$en. Come,he hath hid himfelfe among thefe Trees 
To be confer ted with the Humerous night : 
Blind is his Loue,and beft befits the darke. 

jlier. If Loue be blind, Loue cannot hit the marke, 
fjow will he fit vnder a Medlcr tree, 
And wi(h his MiftrefTe were that kind of Fruite, 
AsMaides call Mcdlcrs when they laugh alone, 
0 Jfowwthat (he were,0 that fhe were 
Anopen,or thou a Popnn Peare, 
topgoodnighc,Ue to my Truckle bed, 
This Field-bed is to cold for me to flcepe, 
Ifeamefliallwego? 

Sen. Go then, for Vis in vainc to fteke him here 
Tbn meanes not to be found. Exeunt. 

Rom. He ieafts at Scarres that ncuer felt a wound, 
But foft,what light through yonder window breaks? 
ItisthcEaft,and/»/^ns the Sunne, 
Arifc faire Sun and kill the enuious Moone, 
Who is already ficke and pale with griefe, 
That thou her Maid art far more faire then (he ; 
Be not her Maid fince (lie i s enuious, 
Her Veftal liuery is but ficke and greene, 
And none but fooles do wcare it,caft it off : 
It is my Lady,0 it is my Loue,0 that fhe knew fhc were, 
She fpeakes,yet flic fayes nothing,what of that ? 
Her eye difcourfes,! will anfwere it : 
lam too bold 'tis not to me (he fpeakes : 
Two of the faireft ftarres in all the Heauen, 
Hauing fomebufincfle do entreat her eyes. 
To twinckle in their Spheres till they rctorne. 
What if her eyes were there,they in her head, 
The brightneffcof her checke would fhame thofe ftarres, 
As day-light doth a Lanipc^her eye in heauen, 
Would through the ayric Region ftreamc fo bright, 
That Birds would fing.and thinke it were not night 5 
See how (he leancs her cheeke vpon her hand. 
0 that 1 were a Gloue vpon that hand, 
That I might touch that checke. 
Id. Ay me. 
Row. She fpeakes.. 
Oh fpeake againe bright Angcll,for thou art 
As gloriou s to 1 his night being ore my head, 
As is a winged meffengcr of heauen 1 


Vnto the white vpturned wondring eyes 
Ot mortalls that fall backe to gaze on him. 
When he beftrides the lazie puffing Cloudes, 
And failcs vpon the bofome of the ayre. 

Id. O Romeo,Romeo s vjhcrcfovQ art thou Rmco i 
Denie thy Father and refufc thy name : 
Or if thou wilt not,bc but fwornc my Loue, 
And He no longer be a Capdet. 

Rom. Shall I heare morc,or (hall I fpeake at this ? 
Iff 0 Tis but thy name chat is my Enemy : 
Thou art thy felfe t thoughnota Afountagtee, 
What's Mountague ? ic is nor hand nor ioote, 
Nor arme,nor tacc,0 be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 

What 1 in a names that which we call a Rofe* 
By any other word would fmell as fwcete, 
So Rome* would, were he not Romeo cal'd, 
Retainc that deare perfe&ion which he owes, 
Without that title Ttymeo ,doffe thy name, 
And for thy name which is no part ot thee s 
Take all my felfe. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : 
Call me but Loue,und He be new baptized, 
Hence foorth I ncucr will be Romea. 

Inlt. What man art thou, that thus befcreen'd in night 
So ftumbleft on my counfell ? 

Rom. By a name, 
I know not how to tell thee whol am s 
My name deare Saint,is hatefull to my felfe, 
Becaufe it is an Enemy to thee, 
Had I it written,! would teare the word, 

/*//. My cares haue yet not drunke a hundred words 
Of thy tongues vttering,yet I know the found. 
Art thou not Romeo,*c\d a Montague? 

T{om. Neither faire Maid,if cither thec diflikc. 

Id. How cam'ft thou hither. 
Tel! me,and wherefore? 
The Orchard walls arc high,and hard to climbc, 
And the place death,confidering who thou art, 
If any of my kinfmen find thee here, 

Rom. With Loues light wings 
Did I ore-perch the^e Walls, 
For ftony limits cannot hold Loue out, 
And what Loue can do,that dares Loue attempt 3 
Therefore thy kinfmen are no flop to me. 

Id. If they do fee thce,they will murther thee* 

Rom. Alacke there lies more perill in thine eye, 
Then twenty of their S words,looke thou but fwecte, 
And I am proofe againft their enmity. 

Id. I would not for the world they faw thee here. 

Rom. I haue nights cloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loue mc,lct them finde me here, 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Then death proroged wanting of thy Loue. 

lul. By whofe direction found'ft thou cut this plac£? 

Rom. By Loue that firft did promp me to enquire, 
He lent me counlell^nd 1 lent him eyes , 
I am no Py lot,yet wcrt thou as far 
As that vaft-fhore-wafhet with the fartheft Sea* 
1 fhould aduenture for fuch Marchandife. 

Id. Thou knoweft the maske of night is on my face, 
Elfe would a Maiden blufh bepaint my cheeke, 
For that which thou haft heard me fpeake to night, 
Faine would I dwell on forme^faincfaincdenie 
What I haue fpoke,but farewell Complement, 
Docft thou Loue ? I know thou wilt fay I , 

And/ 


